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walk in from their house to ours through this and spend an
evening with us. Mr. Hodgson-Smith, 'though old, with a
long white beard, was still agile enough to jump on to
the sills of his windows and brush and clean the window
panes himself, with his legs dangling inside the rooms and
his back to the street, leaning out most dangerously. Once
Mr. Hodgson-Smith began by saying : " Let us talk of
Mrs. Besant; we all like her so much ". He started giving,
some reminiscences, and there was a mild, dim, distant and
very affectionate criticism of her in one of these. One of
the ladies present, Miss Fuller320, began crying. Tears ran
down her face and she said: " I cannot stand any criticism
of Mrs. Besant". The conversation was immediately turned.

I myself have been sufficiently under her spell. Not so
very long ago I happened to be dining with a very high-
European official in the Government of India. I had spoken
in the Central Legislative Assembly321 of my association with.
Mrs. Besant in order to assure everyone, when I was criticis-
ing government, of my love for the English people as such
even when f stood against the system of bureaucratic
administration they had introduced in our land. This high
official started chaffing me and made some insinuations
against Mrs. Besant which he wanted me to confirm. I
said to him: t< \ have played as a child in Mrs. Besant's
lap, and I will not have that ". The wife realised the in-
discretion of the husband and turned the conversation very
quickly, saying: " Mr. Sri Prakasa was only a child at the
time, how can he know ? " 1 do not think there would be
many who are so free from criticism behind their backs and
who have had so many unknown defenders as Mrs. Besant.